The visual equivalent to bog water, in Glob's book, is the photograph.
While his narrative catalogues and mythologizes the discoveries made in Danish bogs in the 1950s, it is the photographic image that seems to best preserve the dead and prevent their decay in modern memory. 4 Alongside Glob, Heaney highlights the formative influence of Celtic scholar, Anne Ross, quoting her work where she turns her attention to: a symbol which, in its way, sums up the whole of Celtic pagan religion and is as representative of it as is, for example, the sign of the cross in Christian contexts. This is the symbol of the severed human head; in all its various modes of iconographic representation and verbal presentation, one may find the hard core of Celtic religion. It is indeed … a kind of shorthand symbol for the entire religious outlook of the pagan Celts. As Edna Longley observes with characteristic accuracy, many of Heaney's comments on poetry 'nudge it towards the visual arts … "the verbal icon"; "a search for images and symbols"; "The poetry I love is some kind of image or visionary thing"; "a painter can lift anything and make an image of it"'. 6 Famously, in 'Feeling into Words', Heaney represents poetry as divination and frames his poetic endeavour as 'a search for images and symbols adequate to our predicament' as though already pre-formed, found rather than made. While this may sound painterly, Heaney is speaking about an encounter with photography: 'the unforgettable photographs of these victims [in The Bog People] blended in my mind with photographs of atrocities, past and present'.
Indeed, his memory of the elk skeleton found in the bog as a child is less a memory than a memory of a photograph:
Then when I was at school the skeleton of an elk had been taken out of a bog nearby and a few of our neighbours had got their photographs in the 4 paper, peering out across its antlers. So I began to get an idea of bog as the memory of the landscape, or as a landscape that remembered everything that happened in and to it. 7 Little wonder then that 'Bogland' foregrounds photographic composition:
'They've taken the skeleton / … Out of the peat, set it up'. 8 Heaney shows us the act of staging, the skeleton set up and lit for the photograph that will appear in the local paper. 'Here is the girl's head like an exhumed gourd.' 9 The failed promise of 'Strange Fruit' -that impossible deictic -shows the poem in a similar kind of photographic set up, staging something impossibly true. In part photographic in its modes of signification, the poem stages an encounter with the dead in which the girl is made all the more present to us by Heaney's selfconscious 'exhibition'. Siobhán Kilfeather observes that the relic's placement in Drogheda, site of one of the most notorious massacres by the English in Irish history, enabled it to become a nationalist emblem.
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But she also stresses that this signification is one among many, and that Plunkett's head is a complex object, producing multiple resonances. This is made visible in the title and tripartite structure of 'TRICEPS', which shows first the 'exhumed gourd', the beheaded girl recognisable from the published version of the poem, then the head of Oliver Plunkett, and finally a turnip scalped at Samhain. Both Christian and pre-Christian iconography inform Heaney's attempt to represent the girl's head in this poetic triptych and the point at which they intersect is itself an intersection: the place and moment in which the emblem or icon the viewer contemplates seems to return the gaze.
In 'A Northern Hoard' from Wintering Out, Heaney makes the turnip a perverse sort of icon whose 'lopped head / Blazes', and into whose 'unhallowed light' the speaker stares. Kilfeather argues that revering emblematic bodies such as the severed head is a profound form of nostalgia, but that the preservation of the body is not necessarily 'political' and marks an attempt to live with the dead. 15 
Michael
Longley's poem, 'Oliver Plunkett' (The Echo Gate, 1979) , meditates on the strangeness of viewing the head. Longley describes the act of observation using paternal, scientific, and gothic lenses, culminating in the self-reflexive moment of the viewer seeing their own reflection in the glass. 16 Offering the reader a mirror through which to see darkly, Longley's poem shatters the nostalgic gaze, while Heaney's poem undertakes the attempt to live with the dead by making visible his (and perhaps our) desire to revere, to adore, and to take pleasure in contemplation of the severed head. In P.V. Glob's description of the head of a young woman of about twenty found in Roum Fen in 1942, he notes that her face is 'very delicately preserved, and oval' and her teeth 'well preserved, but heavily worn'. 17 Manuscript drafts show Glob's influence: the lines, 'It was a girl/ for it was beardless' on the second page of the 'My reverence' draft use Glob's observation that the absence of beard stubble helped to identify the head as a woman's. Also on this page, the sheepskin in which Glob notes the head had been wrapped: 'The spongy fleece/ of the lamb had stained/ and we unswaddled its heavy kernel'. The line was first 'The swaddling fleece', with the adjective subsequently exchanged for 'spongy'.
That Heaney imagines the sheepskin as a lamb's fleece demonstrates the initial endeavour to represent the beheaded girl using Christ-like imagery. In the proclamation of John the Baptist, Jesus is the Lamb of God who takes away the sin of the world. 18 Glob suggests the head was a sacrificial offering, but otherwise does not pay attention to the severed head. 19 Like Ross, however, he reads Iron Age ritual practice in relation to Christian symbolism, but on different terms, describing the 'brooch on the dress to warn off alien and hostile forces, just as the sign of the cross was worn in Christian times'. It is identical to the published sonnet except for the title and the following details. In the sixth line 'perishable jewel' appears instead of the published 'perishable treasure', which makes a ten-syllable line. There is no colon after 'this' in the tenth line (though a colon appears here in 'Tete Coupee 2'). In line eight, the eyeholes are described as 'black as pools' -this becomes 'blank as pools' in the published text. The change from 'black' to 'blank' changes everything. Indeed, this represents a change of colour, given that 'blank' comes from Old French 'blanc' meaning 'white'. With 'black' eyeholes, we look at the girl, who cannot see, but with 'blank' eyeholes the girl cannot look but sees. The Here is the great paradox of poetry and of the imaginative arts in general.
Faced with the brutality of the historical onslaught, they are practically useless. 54 Delivered in 1986, Heaney's lecture is a prescient retreat from neoliberal logics of production and consumption: poetry 'does not propose to be instrumental or effective', he insists; it is 'practically useless', almost without function, and yet concerned with action. That action is, quite simply, the reciprocal gaze of viewer/ photograph, reader/poem since poetry functions 'as pure concentration, a focus where our power to concentrate is concentrated back on ourselves'. 55 By scapegoating 'them', by admitting his own 'gradual ease' on seeing violated bodies, by confessing his attempt at reverence, Heaney shows all he is blind to. 
